OLD   MANNERS   GONE
lying on his back and looking horribly pallid in the
greenish light from the lamp. Several women were
mourning him. " Ah, glory be ! Doesn't he look
terribly like himself ? God help us !"
I became greatly concerned for poor Mercedes, led
by her craze for adulation to seek any audience that
would listen to her and give her praise. Would she
ever make The Hay ? There would not have been
such a row, Vincent said, if a man his own size had
knocked the Tiger out. But when a little Seventeenth
Lancer that wasn't even welter weight stiffened him
under the lamp-post to which he had tethered his
horse before absenting himself on felicity in Hell's
Gates, it was a bit too much. It was Mother Maher
who said that, as far as she could see, he was only a
light weight. To those around the prostrate Tiger
she shrieked, " Take him into Teasy Ward's, and that
will bring him to." So the issue had been joined,
while the police remained Olympianly aloof until the
body was rescued and revived and half-a-dozen
Lancers regained for their comrade his tethered
charger.
" Is any of yez a medical here ?" a hoarse voice
shouted through the closed door.
"Aida 1" yelled Mrs. Mack.
" Come out ! There's a bit of a window stuck in
Fresh Nelly's eye !"
Vincent volunteered to render first aid. The
Citizen had disappeared !
I was left alone with the paralytic pianist and
Dumnorix the cattle-dealer. It must have been the
Citizen who had named him Dumnorix, who is, I think,
if my memory holds, a character out of Caesar's Gallic
War. It could not have been his name. He looked
hardly Irish, much less Continental. A large loaf-like
bald forehead bulged in meaningless massif like that
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